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To  the  Ascending  Queen  of  Heaven. 


THOU  who  ascendest  to  the  crown  of  heaven, 

Lady  of  Victory, 

Who  from  a  life  immaculate  goest  out 

Triumphantly, 

How  to  the  matchless  beauty  of  thy  Light 

How  shall  our  singing  be  ? 

Thou  who  ascendest,  Life's  supremest  sight 

Save  one,  magnificently 

How  shall  we  praise  thee  in  the  flooded  height 

Of  heaven,  majestically  ? 

Throned  on  the  moon,  the  sun 

Behind  thy  head  aflame, 

All  gloriously 

With  angels  thrilling  at  the  name 


Of  thy  God-Son, 

The  same 

As  when  the  starry  night  was  praising  thec  : 

Star  of  a  vaster  sea 

Than  Michael  e'er  can  boast 

Even  the  whole  world  lost 

In  dark,  tremendously, 

How  shall  we  sing  a  rhythym  praising  thee 

Out  of  the  darkness  tossed? 

Thou  Majesty  of  a  surpassing  war 

Ascending  in  an  ecstasy  of  life, 

Arising  Mirror  strewing  beams  afar, 

How,  when  in  midst  of  strife 

All  manner  of  things  are  rife, 

That  are  the  hurled  antithesis  of  Christ's  law, 

How  shall  we  sing  to  thee  ? 

O  Star,  above  our  life, 

That  much-bestained  sea 


Into  which  barbarous  systems  crashing  down 

Cast  red  spray  free  : 

Out  of  the  clouded  town, 

Where  Hate  and  Rumour  tread  each  others'  heels, 

How  shall  we 

Sing  to  thee,  Queen,  light-crowned 

With  virtue's  seven  seals, 

Hymns  of  Eternity  ; 

While  us  surround 

The  louder,  awful  sound 

Of  tumbling  potency  ? 

The  guns  of  its  destruction  shake  the  ground, 

And  the  earth  feels 

The  way  of  its  dire  passage, 

And  it  reels. 

Thou,  'neath  whose  mantle 

Wide  as  the  skies'  bounds, 

White  Mercy  kneels, 
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How  shall  we  send  a  message, 

We,  unfound 

Yet  by  thy  bosom's  glory, 

Unto  thee, 

While  yet  these  coils  about  our  souls  are  wound  ? 

Star,  like  a  love-lily 

Glowing  above, 

Serenely  passing  through  the  skies 

Of  love 

Over  our  desperate  sea, 

The  glorious  dyes 

Of  the  locked  wings  behind  thee, 

Round  thee  spread, 

Shout  out  in  rainbow  rays 

That  all  are  lies, 

These  poisoned  arrows  that  do  strike  us  dead. 

Look  down  with  tender  eyes, 

Ah  !  look,  O  seat  of  holy  maidenhead 


Upon  our  days  ! 

Speak  by  the  loveliness  shed 

Of  thy  resurgent  ways  ! 

Mirror  of  Justice  !    Lo,  our  track  is  red, 

Which  we  have  trailed  across  the  centuries. 

These  things  have  led 

A  death  procession,  but  the  mysteries 

Thou  boldest  in  thy  hands 

Have  saved  us  when  we  bled. 

Ah,  look  across  the  lands 

And  the  conjoining  seas, 

What  is  it  we  have  said — 

Have  we  not  built  up  these  ? 

Ah  !  save  us  in  our  need  ! 

Across  our  fractured  track, 

'Mid  the  dust  clouds, 

Ah  !  Tower,  lead  us  back, 

For  lo  !  we  die  in  crowds  : 


Our  policy's  black  wrack  shrouds 

Us  in  intensest  night. 

Oh  !  thou  so  perfect  white 

Whose  rising  beauty  should  have  made  us  cowed, 

Lady  of  Victory, 

Give  us  thy  victory  bright  ! 

Our  mind's  wolves  howl  aloud, 

And  we,  stiff-necked,  are  proud, 

Oh  !  help  us,  Spring's  delight  ! 

Thou  who  ascendest  to  the  crown  of  heaven, 

Miraculously, 

Help  us,  O  holiest  Light, 

That  we  may  see  ! 

Put  in  us  the  new  leaven, 

Star  of  the  desperate  sea  ! 

Bring  out  our  souls  to  heaven 

O'er  this  disastrous  sea  ! 

August,  1914. 


War. 


FLUNG  from  the  trumpets,  like  a  fierce  light, 

The  dreadful  word,  adown  the  centuries 
Shines,  with  a  hectic  glow,  on  desperate  might 

Of  crowned  kings  and  bannered  pageantries. 
See  them,  along  its  cruel,  clanging  arch 

That  bridges  o'er  the  gulf  'twixt  Hell  and  Man, 
In  sinuous  bends,  a  mighty  hosting,  march 

Down  from  the  time  when  first  our  wrath  began 
The  folding  cloud  of  crimson  o'er  them  hangs  : 

Lance  upon  lance,  beneath  it,  spear  across 
The  murky  sky  :   the  angry  music  clangs, 

Chorused  by  voices  shrieking  dreadful  loss. 
The  dull  and  heavy  boom  of  cannon  beats 

Upon  our  quickened  and  ill-hearing  ears  : 


The  tramp  of  soldiers  marching  in  the  street, 
Not  only  now,  but  marching  through  the  years. 
Marching,  marching,  marching — 
A  multitude,  countless, 
With  expressionless  faces, 
Silent,  with  silent  hearts, 
Through  streets,  fields,  woods,  villages — 
Marching,  marching,  marching. 
With  polished  swords  and  bayonets, 
With  Death  walking  before, 
Drumming,  drumming,  drumming  ; 
Always  on  before  them, 
Never  resting,  never  tiring  ; 
With  Misery  behind  them  ; 
Marching,  marching,  marching. 
The  silence  of  that  rear-guard  never  to  leave  them  ; 
The  incessant  sound  of  the  fore-man 
Always  hearing, 


They  go  forward,  they  go  backward, 
With  him  clanging  in  their  ears — 
Marching,  marching.    These  are  men  ! 
These  are  men,  with  hearts  that  used  to  pant  to  music 

Of  their  glorious  dreaming  : 
Men,  whose  hearts  leaped,  pulsed  and  danced  with  music 

Of  Life's  wondrous  seeming  ! 
Men,  with  hearts  that  flamed,  in  love  surrounded, 

Burning  in  their  youth 
With  the  greatness  of  the  glory  that  is  in  them, 

Of  the  newness  of  their  truth  ! 
Men,  who  thronged  the  town  and  land  with  labour. 

Thinking  it  was  worth 

To  bear  great  pains  for  a  moment  for  the  sake  of 
What  they  gave  to  Earth. 

Look  away  !    Look  away  ! 
With  silent  hearts  and  faces, 
With  Death,  the  endless  drummer, 
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Through  fields,  villages,  cities, 

With  Misery  behind  them, 

Marching,  marching,  marching, 

They  go. — Look  away  ! 

Beyond  the  rash  and  roar  and  red  of  battle 

Look  away  ! 

With  colder  hearts  and  faces, 

With  silent,  voiceless,  still  hearts, 

Lying,  looking  upward, 

With  wide,  unseeing,  cold  eyes, 

Lying,  looking  at  the  stars, 

With  staring,  useless,  dead  eyes, 

That  gaze  beyond  their  bars, 

With  wide,  gazing,  great  eyes — 

Look  away  !   Look  away  ! 

It  must  go,  this  deathly  army.     It  must  go,  oh,  fiery 

Artist  ! 
And  bring  back  another  army,  armed  with  light, 
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With  calm  and  steady  faces,  striding  down  from  starry 
places, 

Strong  and  right. 

Look  away  to  the  great  glory  of  their  coming, 
With  their  banner   drooping  low,   all   clothed   with 

red, 
They  are  soldiers  slain,  aye,  killed  in  battle, 

From  the  dead  ! 
They    will    come    from    far    to    fight    for    you,    oh, 

stronger, 

To  strike  for  you,  O  mightier  force,  O  Peace  ! 
They  will  take  a  visible  shape  to  battle  for  you 

And  your  increase  ! 
They  will  slay  the  Drummer,  Death-by-War,  and  lay 

him, 
Sweet  Order  of  created  things,  before  your  feet ! 

And  return  to  their  eternal  rest  in  great  joy 
Knowing  you  are  sweet  ! 
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Lo  !   in  the  heavens  the  Dove  and  Eagle  battle — 
On  the  shaking  edge  of  sunrise  their  uncertain  glories 

glow — 
And  the  moon-white,  slaughter-stricken  soldiers  waiting, 

The  end  do  know. 


September,  1914. 


1914. 


IT  seemed  I  stood  upon  a  mighty  peak, 

From  whose  high-climbing  steep 

Both  skies  and  earth  were  open  to  my  view  : 

Broad,  high  and  far  and  deep 

I  saw  about  me,  spreading  as  I  knew 

That  the  wide  earth  lay  open  to  my  view ; 

Within  the  air  there  was  no  sign  of  blue  ; 

Clouds  prophesied  and  swept,  and  light  did  peep 

From  some  up-towering  heap  ; 

And  rainy  scuds  in  angry  passage  flew ; 

And  then  a  great  wind  blew. 

I  saw  it,  whirling  from  autumnal  trees 

The  shadowy  brown  leaves, 

And  curling  snowy  foam  on  angry  seas. 


Upon  the  endless  desert  of  the  ground, 

The  plain  of  barrenness  that  spread  around, 

I  saw  them  go  in  desolate  companies, 

Hither  and  thither,  as  the  stormy  breath 

Scattered  them  on  the  plain  ; 

And  as  it  shrieked  and  screamed  and  howled  again, 

Among  the  caverns  lone, 

I  heard  the  echoing  murmur  of  its  breath, 

I  knew,  I  knew  its  tone  : 

In  all  my  soul  I  felt  but  that  alone  ; 

The  fashion  of  its  speech,  its  voice  was  Death. 

Ah  !  rocky  mount  that  grieves 
Beneath  my  feet  and  fear — did  I  say  leaves  ? 
Nay,  they  were  human,  that  disturbed  throng 
That  were  e'en  so  disastrous  swept  along  ; 
Women  and  men  and  children,  such  as  fill 
A  city  with  their  noises  and  their  song, 
Hurled  dashing  past  me  by  my  seeing  hill. 


Terror  and  Suffering 

And  Nakedness  did  on  that  tumult  wing, 

That  wind  I  heard  but  did  not  see. 

Ah  !  God,  who  may  these  be, 
These  unpathed  fugitives, 
Whom  wild  winds  swing, 
Like  an  old  wain  or  waters  of  the  sea, 
That  they  are  treated  thus  disastrously — 
Who  may  these  dead  leaves  be  ? 

More    close    and    yet    more    close    drew    nigh    the 

storm. 

It  was  no  element,  no  terrene  shape  : 
No  heavenly  forces  with  their  power  did  drape 
That  thing,  no  skiey  brilliance  made  it  warm. 
Its  wings  were  fear,  and  all  its  power  was  harm. 
No  foliage  it  scattered  :   they  were  men 
Who  fled  from  cities,  not  from  trees  of  calm, 
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O'er  slaughterous  tillage, 

From  broken  town,  deserted  house  and  village, 

They  were  poured  out  like  water  from  a  jar  : 

And  he  that  drave, 

He  cared  not  where  they  went, 

So  long  as  they  went  far 

Before  his  pinions  that  did  churn  the  air. 

Then  I  cried  out — "  O  Agony,  from  where 

"  Came  these  ?     Who  called  thee, 

"  Who  brought  thee  forth,  O  War  : 

"  Barbarity  ?  " 

For  now  I  saw  his  name, 

Written  upon  him.     "  Where  is  he 

"  Who  from  Satanic  caverns  callM  thee  ? 

"  Not  we  " — I  cried — "  Not  we, 

"  We  men  who  hoped  and  feared, 

"  And  longed  for,  loving  cheered, 


"  The  Dawn  with  service  made  miraculously  !  " 

— "I  do  not  know,"  he  answered. 

"  Where  I  lay, 

"  Chinking  the  chains  I  kept, 

"  I  heard  a  voice  that  swept, 

"  That  wakened  me  who  slept, 

"  That  called  me  to  my  prey  ! 

"  I  heard  my  Europe  cry: 

"  I  rose  and  spake  the  word. 

"  Then  Europe  loosed  my  sword, 

"  She  nobly  armoured  me  ! 

"  The  talk,  the  speech  of  men 

"  I  know  not,  hearken  not: 

"  All  speaking  is  forgot. 

"  I  heed  not  righteousness, 

"  No  petty  stir  of  breath  ; 

"  Only,  my  Europe  cried, 

"  And  so  I  came  and  tried 
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"  My  bridal  hands  with  hers. 

"  I  care  not  what  man  stirs  ; 

"  All  these  are  one  to  me. 

"  What  is  humanity  ? 

"  Naught  I  know  of. 

"  Blood  and  the  deed  of  blood, 

"  Fire  and  the  work  of  fire — 

"  These,  which  she  asked,  I  give — 

"Lo!    Look!    Behold!" 

I  saw  destruction  hem  me  everywhere, 
Nor  knew  I  victory  from  a  dire  defeat ; 
Suffering,  Anguish,  Sorrow  filled  the  air  : 
I  saw  the  crash,  the  flare, 
I  heard  the  sound  of  many  armies  beat, 
And  saw  the  leaf-like  people  driven  fleet, 
Nor  where  to  look  I  knew, 
I  knew  not  where  ! 


Then  did  I  gaze  on  the  unsteady  skies, 

Turning  my  face  from  the  embattled  earth  : 

And  dreamed  I  saw,  where  all  men's  dreams  have  birth, 

The  steady  gaze  of  God's  most  steady  eyes 

Far  out  beyond  the  earth. 

But,  ah,  what  portent  saw  He, 

Death  or  Birth  ? 

February,  1915. 


A  Year  of  War. 


SLOW  sweeps  the  tide  that  we  have  made, 
Back  on  us,  salt  wave  on  salt  wave  : 

There  is  no  one  to  call  to  us, 

There  is  no  one  to  say  to  us, 
Where  our  high  morning  star  is  laid. 

All  lovely  things  we  have  forgotten, 
All  shining  things  we  have  mislaid : 

There  is  no  one  to  say  to  us, 

Nor  any  one  to  call  to  us, 
Save  that  we  have,  for  which  we  prayed. 
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The  red  flame  stirring  in  our  hearts 

When  we  began,  has  now  grown  cold  : 
And  all  that  stirreth  now  in  us, 
Are  those  that  dwelt  a  while  with  us, 
When  we  were  young,  who  now  are  old. 

They  stir  the  ashes  as  they  move, 

Dead  dreamings  moving  in  the  heart  : 
"  Oh,  once  you  lived  and  loved  with  us, 
"  Oh,  once  you  loved  and  rang  with  us  !  " 
They  cry,  and  then  they  drift  apart. 

In  old,  forgotten,  dusty  corners, 

Are  cast  the  things  to  which  we  said — 
"  You  in  your  lights  have  glowed  on  us, 
"  O  dwell  for  ever  more  with  us  !  " 
Now  all  their  gold  is  black  and  red. 


Of  all  bright  things  we  see  the  passing  : 
Or  dream  we  do,  as  this  sea  sweeps 

Over  and  round  and  covering  us, 

To  hold,  to  have,  and  cover  us, 
While  God  is  hid,  and  beauty  sleeps. 

Autumn  and  Summer,  Winter,  Spring, 

These  have  gone  by,  each  one  in  place  : 
But  all  these  things  are  one  to  us, 
While  this  black  hour  is  over  us, 
And  Time  goes  by  with  steady  pace. 


The  Cairngorms. 


0  SPLENDID  mountains,  standing  strong  and  lonely, 
Barring  the  landscape  with  majestic  sight, 
In  silent  solitude  where  winds  blow  coldly, 
Both  day  and  night ; 

Moulded  in  vaster  wonder  and  precision 
Than  songs  of  ours  can  measure  or  can  climb  : 
With  sleep  of  endless  calm  of  natural  vision, 
Denying  time  ; 

Above  the  forest's  ever-changing  reaches, 
The  honeyed  heather,  juniper  of  the  moor, 
Holding  the  secret  that  your  vastness  teaches 
In  distant  glen  obscure  ; 


The  pine-trees  stand,  dark-green  in  summer  sunlight, 
And  joyously  the  stream  is  running  there  : 
You,  crests,  abide  in  an  intenser  stern  height, 
Circled  with  empty  air. 

Oh,  voiceless,  sleeping,  watching,  lying  lonely, 
Careless  how  sun  and  shade  and  shadow  run, 
Ah,  will  you  stay  for  ever,  always  coldly, 
Endlessly  dumb  ? 

In  your  august,  uncrowned,  imperial  station, 
Scornful  and  motionless  will  ye  remain, 
Until  the  earth,  tired  out  with  generation, 
Shall  fade  and  wane  ? 

Or  is  there  other  thought,  secret  behind  your  coldness, 
That  calmly  its  own  time  with  you  doth  wait  ? 
Rise  then,  and  bring  it  forth  from  out  your  stillness, 
Ere  it  be  late  I 


Oh,  mountains,  barring  sight,  I  give  you  honour: 
There  where  all  winds  go  visionless  and  free, 
In  corrie  and  in  glen  and  pass  and  shadow, 
Whate'er  you  be  ! 


AVIEMORE,  September,  1914. 


Twilight,  Loch-an-Eilan. 


THE  placid  water  undisturbM  sleeps. 
In  all  the  air  no  sound,  save  one  owl's  cry. 
Above  the  hill,  one  steady  star  that  keeps 
The  quiet  of  the  sky. 

In  the  enchanted  water  the  hills  gaze 
On  their  own  colourless  reflection  there; 
The  darkness  thickens  over  all  our  ways 
And  fills  the  empty  air. 

The  dark  pines  wait,  and  every  pin  is  seen 
'Gainst  the  loch's  pallor  that  great  rest  controls 
The  corporal  forms  of  things  have  passed  unseen 
And  these  are  now  their  souls. 


Ah  !  let  us  go,  ere  Night  come  over  us, 
And  hide  the  flame  that  burns  at  our  heart's  core, 
Lest  the  great  silence  that  now  covers  us 
Keep  us  for  evermore. 


September,  1914. 


Stormy  Twilight. 


NIGHT  grows  in  skies  where  heavy  rain-clouds  heap 
Purple,  and  torn  by  the  incessant  wind; 
The  golden  leaves  upon  the  aspens  shriek, 
And  birches  bend  before  that  breath  unkind. 

Like  one  small  light  in  a  vast  temple  left, 
The  fires  of  sunset  to  grey  ashes  fall ; 
But  in  a  strange,  a  last  Promethean  theft, 
A  new  wild  colour  deepens  vesperal, 

So  that  the  grasses  flame  beneath  my  feet, 
And  a  vague  glory  fills  the  great  expanse. 
Lo  !  in  a  bacchanal  of  parting,  sweet, 
A  crowd  of  starlings  bend,  and  float,  and  dance, 


And,  stirring  on  their  myriad  wings — 
What  ecstasy  my  soul  receives — 
That  science  of  immortal  things 
That  moves  in  cities  and  in  seas. 

O,  strong,  O,  passionate,  austere, 
With  tireless  wings  and  calm,  the  great  Delight 
Fills  with  its  breath  the  stirrM  atmosphere, 
Lifting  its  pinions  for  a  further  flight. 

O,  beautiful,  O,  wise,  O  bold, 

Teach  me  that  science  of  Reality, 

That  when  the  day  comes  that  is  never  old 

I  may  to  greater,  wider  prospects  see. 


December. 


How  wet  the  trees  and  bare, 
How  wet  the  rainy  street ! 
And  my  soul  wanders  there, 
With  what  unconscious  feet ! 

Unconscious  of  my  need, 
Amid  the  winds  that  fall, 
How  little  does  he  heed 
The  words  that  to  him  call ! 

His  lips  upbrimmed  with  songs, 
His  heart  en  wound  by  dreams, 
He  holds,  rejoices,  longs, 
Creates,  and  only  seems. 


He  always  follows,  follows, 
Through  every  track  and  street, 
The  heavenly  face  of  beauty 
He  always  looks  to  meet. 

He  rides  in  golden  armour, 
A  poet,  magical, 
And  sees,  before,  the  splendour 
Of  cities  wonderful : 

But,  oh,  he  leaves  me  lonely, 
Alas  !   in  interspace, 
While  he  is  dreaming  only 
Of  Beauty's  lovely  face. 

He  rides  to  Eldorado, 
And  plunges  through  the  fight, 
His  dream-sword  flashes  o'er  him, 
A  sacred,  questing  knight ! 
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But  roses  in  December 
Were  never  known  to  bloom, 
And  silence  fills  my  speaking, 
And  solitude  the  room. 

He  sees  her  shine  before  him, 
The  nobleness  of  life, 
He  flings  his  heart  before  him, 
And  plunges  into  strife. 

But  he  leaves  me  behind  him, 
And  no  rhymes  fill  his  place : 
And  winter  stands  beside  me, 
Me,  in  the  bonds  of  space. 

"  December  is  no  time 
"  For  bridal,  or  for  birth, 
"  And  I  am  bare  of  rhyme, 
"  And  barren  is  the  earth." 
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E'en  so  is  my  complaint, 
To  her  who  stole  away 
My  soul  with  singing  faint, 
And  empty  left  the  day. 

"  All,  all,  with  you  are  lost, 
"  November  gone  with  June, 
"  The  sea  is  hard  with  frost, 
"  Beneath  the  heavy  moon." 

But  ah,  in  early  May, 
I  swore  away  my  soul, 
I  was  the  thief  that  day, 
And  from  myself  I  stole. 

What  right,  oh,  Prince  of  Flowers, 
Have  I,  the  slave  of  fate, 
To  ask  of  splendid  hours 
Not  to  be  desolate  ? 

C 
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And  though  the  winter  hold 
The  icy  waters  yet, 
Hid  'neath  the  mask  of  cold 
The  rushing  torrents  fret. 

"  December  is  no  time  " — 
But  I  am  over  him, 
Far  off  and  wise,  sublime, 
Sidereal  and  dim, 

The  vision  of  my  hope, 
The  radiance  of  my  days, 
Pours  o'er  the  frozen  slope 
The  rainbow  of  its  rays  ; 

Alas,  alas,  and  then, 
Bare,  wet,  the  stormy  street, 
Amid  the  press  of  men 
Walks,  with  unconscious  feet, 
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My  soul,  upbrimmed  with  rhyme, 
With  starry  gazing  eyes, 
Who  knows  not  space  or  time, 
Unconscious  of  my  sighs  ; 

And  ah,  I  walk  with  him, 
For  he  and  I  are  one, 
Although  the  skies  be  dim 
And  all  my  words  be  dumb  ! 


December,  1914. 


C2 


Silence. 


Lo  !    I,  the  rhymer  of  men's  various  moods, 

Singer  of  all  men's  days, 
Who  gaze  and  ponder  over  two  worlds'  goods, 

What  is  there  of  my  ways  ? 

The  strong  hill  winds  stir  in  the  dusky  pines, 

Blowing  out  clear  and  pure  : 
Oh,  of  my  patterns,  symbols,  thoughts  and  lines, 

What  is  there  may  endure  ? 

Another  hour  or  two,  I  shall  be  gone, 

Passed  onward  from  this  place  : 
Another  breath,  the  very  thought  is  done, 

In  Time's  unpausing  pace. 
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What  shall  I  leave  for  me,  that  men  may  know 

I  also  once  did  feel 
How  the  world's  lights  and  forms  and  colours  glow, 

Hide  only  to  reveal  ? 

How  shall  I  sing,  O  sunset  in  the  west, 

Flushing  the  hills  to  red, 
That  I  may  mark  how  once  your  wings  did  rest 

On  my  uplifted  head  ? 

Oh,  all  you  crowd  of  passing,  lovely  things 

That  my  rhymes  did  not  tell, 
What  memories,  what  hours  shall  I  give  wings 

To  say  that  I  saw  well  ? 

And  you,  0  you,  my  love,  you  most  of  all, 

How  shall  I  show  to  time 
How  all  my  dreams  did  wait  upon  your  call, 

Though  I  gave  little  rhyme  ? 


I  stand  before  the  palace  of  the  world 

Guarded  by  Life  and  Death, 
And  all  that  I  have  got  to  mirror  it 

A  little  sum  of  breath. 

Ah,  like  a  tall  archangel,  smiling,  strong, 

Silence  looks  down  on  me, 
With  eyes  that  are  the  very  eyes  of  song, 

As  if  he  held  the  key. 

There  are  not  two,  but  one,  another  cried, 
Thinking  of  Life  and  Death — 

There  are  not  two,  but  one,  I  also  cry, 
That  dwell  two  in  one  breath  ! 

Silence  and  sound  abide  in  an  embrace 

Changeless  as  that  of  Love  : 
And  Song  and  Silence  one  another  chase 

For  starry  spheres  above. 
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Oh,  Love,  I  bring  you  little  rhyme  because 

You  are  my  Lord  of  rhyme  ! 
Of  all  my  music  and  my  hush  the  cause, 

My  beauties  and  my  time. 

Oh,  Silence  is  the  sacred  part  of  Sound, 

That  singing  makes  aware  ; 
You  are  the  silence  in  my  soul 

My  heaven  everywhere  ! 

February,  1915. 


Song. 

THE  lark  needs  no  brogan,  the  old  proverb  tells, 

To  climb  tip  the  stairs  of  the  sky  : 
And  it's  little  of  singing  my  spirit  would  need 

If  my  soul  with  my  thinking  could  fly. 

It's  little  I'm  knowing  whereto  I  should  go, 
What  or  where  should  my  landing  place  be, 

But  like  water  my  feet  to  your  coming  would  flow, 
If  I  knew  how  to  do  it,  Mochree  ! 

There's  a  wind  in  my  thinking  that  blows  from  the  North, 
They're  sweet  as  bees'  hone}'  in  June  ! 

And  one  from  the  South,  and  for  you  they  go  forth 
From  my  heart  that  desires  you,  Mo  run  1 


It's  little  I'm  knowing  what  thing  I  can  do. 

What  of  use  is  a  song  or  a  dream  ? 
But  oh,  if  they  are  so,  and  are  so  to  you, 

They  are  yours,  and  for  ever,  Muirnean  ! 

I  would  give  you  all  things,  but  I  have  not  got  any, 
Save  the  dust  I  have  gathered,  the  dust  of  the  way  ; 

My  dreams  going  forth,  they  cry  out  to  you,  calling 
Where  are  you,  where  are  you,  Mogh'ray  ? 

It's  little  my  words  of  my  spirit  are  telling 

It's  little  of  use  my  words  are  to  me  : 
The  tale  of  my  heart  it  goes  out  to  you,  flying, 
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Oh,  would  I  could  follow,  Mochree  ! 
June,  1915. 


Jenny. 

JENNY,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 

White  roses  in  your  hair  : 
The  summer  sunlight  slowly  slips 

O'er  table,  floor  and  chair ; 
Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 

White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Jenny,  the  golden  sunlight  here 
Seems  something  strange  and  rare  : 

White  hands  are  folded  on  your  breast, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 
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The  sunbeam  slanting  slowly  down 
Seems  like  a  golden  stair  : 

Jenny,  white  eyelids  your  eyes  close, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Across  the  river  now  it  glows, 

Miraculous  and  fair: 
Jenny,  white  linen  'neath  your  hands, 

White  roses  in  your  hair. 
Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 

White  roses  in  your  hair. 

The  noise  of  people  in  the  street, 
How  far  this  seems  from  there  ! 

Jenny,  white  lips  have  softly  brushed 
White  forehead  'neath  your  hair. 
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Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Jenny,  the  sun  dips  lower  down  : 
Are  these  things  anywhere  ? 

Gold  sunlight,  slipping  o'er  the  town  ; 
Pure  white,  like  some  hid  prayer  ; 

Jenny,  white  kisses  on  your  lips, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

Jenny,  these  things  I  cannot  find- 
Feet  hasten  up  the  stair — 

Jenny,  white  hands  folded  on  white, 
White  forehead  'neath  your  hair  ; 

Jenny,  white,  white,  oh,  still  and  white, 
White  roses  in  your  hair. 

May,  1913. 
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The  Garden  After  Rain. 


WHAT  do  I  ask  you,  dreaming  ? 

Nothing  at  all. 
See,  in  autumnal  seeming 

The  green  leaves  fall 
On  to  your  fair,  white  hands, 
Wet  with  the  great  demand* 

Of  those  who  live  their  lives  to  crave  and  call. 

On  round  nasturtium  leaves 

Crystal  rain  lies  : 
The  great  blue  lupin  grieves 

Heavy  with  sighs  ; 
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But,  ah,  no  heavy  rain 
May  ever  spoil  or  stain 
The  garden  where  the  bird  your  shade  espies. 

With  you  dwells  plenteous  summer, 

Whate'er  befall : 
Though  every  season  slumber, 

Beyond  recall : 

With  you  still  must  they  nest, 
With  you  for  ever  rest, 

You,  whose  bright  dreams  wait  on  the  angels'  call. 

Not  yet  have  the  loud  birds 

Begun  to  sing  : 
Not  yet  in  feathered  herds 

From  shelter's  wing  : 
Only  I  watch  afar, 
You,  like  a  single  star, 

Amid  March  storms  that  herald  future  spring. 
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With  you  all  seasons  dwell, 

Autumn  and  summer  : 
Splendid  and  sweet  as  well 

Spring,  the  fair  mummer  : 
And  all  whom  you  may  meet 
In  any  place  or  street, 

Must  feel  their  paradise  round  you  sweet  with 
summer. 

Songs  were  not  made  for  words, 

But  drop  and  fall 
Like  Melisanda's  ring, 

Beyond  recall : 

They  through  the  day  and  night, 
Incessantly  take  flight : 

Except  with  you  they  cannot  dwell  at  all. 

June,  1914. 


The  Dreaming  Star. 


STARRY  daughter  of  the  dawn, 

Gazing  with  immortal  eyes 
From  the  battlements  withdrawn 

Of  the  slowly  paleing  skies  : 

Will  these  things  be  plea  for  me, 

These  works  to  which  my  soul  I  trust  ? 

Or  will  they,  at  the  closing,  be 
More  dust,  added  to  my  dust  ? 

Will  they  mine  acquittal  stand, 

Winds  on  which  my  dreams  are  driven  ? 
Will  they  be  staves  within  my  hand, 

And  make  my  road  for  me  to  heaven  ? 
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Or  will  they  block  my  changing  way? 

In  their  end  will  their  device 
But  become  whereon  to  lay 

Me,  a  useless  sacrifice  ? 

Or  yet  will  they  never  be, 
Never  know  a  human  sun  ? 

Ne'er  become  the  works  of  me, 
Ending  as  they  were  begun  ? 

Will  they  be  my  prized  gift 
To  your  beauty,  that  I  crave  ? 

Or  shall  I  in  them  but  lift 
Stones  to  make  myself  a  slave  ? 

But  a  well,  wherein  I  pour 
All  my  wine,  but  never  fill  ? 

Or  will  they  become  the  store, 
Where  my  reckless  soul  doth  spill 


All  the  splendour  of  its  heart, 
All  the  passion  of  its  strife, 

Till  the  lines  with  colour  start, 
Flowering  fulness  of  my  life  ? 

Or,  achieving  neither  thing, 
Wholly  neither  death  nor  birth, 

Will  they  give  a  little  wing 
To  the  shining  things  of  earth  ? 

Wheresoever  they  may  go, 

Though  my  fear  and  hope  be  free, 
Whatsoe'er  they  fail  or  know, 

They  are  mine,  and  they  are  me. 

So,  in  spite  of  unknown  hours, 

I  revoke  all  laws  of  fate, 
And  their  good  and  evil  powers 

All  to  you  I  dedicate. 


Starry  daughter  of  the  dawn, 
Gazing  with  immortal  eyes, 

Draw  the  glowing  wings  to  mom, 
Or  accept  the  sacrifice. 


June,  1915. 


D2 


Ode. 


O,   UNBELIEVING  Soul, 

Unable  to  control 

All  the  strong  storm  and  passion  of  thy  heart, 

Thy  waters'  flood  and  roll: 

O,  thou  disturbed  Soul, 

Whose  heaven  and  earth  loose  hands  and  drift  apart 

Thinkest  thou  that  thine  hand, 

Or  all  the  striving,  labouring  thereof, 

Will  save  thee  in  this  flight 

Of  all  thy  counted  light, 

Leaving  all  visible  land 

In  inexpugnable  night, 

And  draw  thee  out 

From  the  wide  mists  and  plains  of  desolation  ? 
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Or  hast  thou  now  lost  faith, 

Lost  in  the  winding  wraith, 

In  the  bright  glow  and  gleam 

Of  thy  glad-shining,  once-starred  constellation  ? 

"  Oh,  Beauty  fugitive, 

"  That  hast  not  life  to  live  !  " 

Hast  thou  so  cried,  and  fled 

To  desolation  ? 

Lift  up  thy  heavy  head  ! 

And  eyelids  heavy  with  the  dusk  of  tears  ! 

What  sentence  hast  thou  read, 

Writ  out  in  heaven  with  all  cloudy  fears, 

That  thou  thy  heart  hast  sped. 

To  eat  the  husks  of  the  oncoming  years, 

And  strive  among  the  dead, 

And  unborn  ghosts  of  hours  unprepared  ? 

Oh,  foolish  and  impaired, 
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Whose  wings  not  yet  in  flight 

The  echoing  word  have  dared, 

Have  leapt  upon  the  light ; 

Who  yet  in  vain  desire 

Hast  spent  the  night  in  fire, 

Seeking  to-morrow,  for  to-morrow  stared  ; 

Oh,  thou  who  sayest — "  Lie  still 

"  Beneath  my  desperate  will !  " 

Look  out  across  the  city  and  the  dark  ! 

Now,  stripped  of  all  thine  arms, 

Laid  bare  to  any  harms, 

See  thy  most  deep  desire, 

And  to  her  mandates  diligently  hark  ! 

Will  she  not  speak  with  thee  ? 

Has  thy  great  tender  flood  of  pitying  tears, 

And  thy  gift-giving  hands, 

Dried  up  into  the  dust, 
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And  the  wide  stretches  of  the  desert  lands  ? 

E'en  so  thou  must 

Turn  from  her  sight,  and  the  advancing  years. 

And  stir  and  strive  within  thyself  alone: 

Do  battle  with  the  traitor  in  thy  soul : 

And  if,  most  weak  and  lone, 

Thy  counted  loaf  turn  stone, 

Still  hold  with  desperate  hands 

Thy  last  control. 

For,  look  across  the  city,  spread  below  ! 
Streets,  alleys,  roadways,  circles,  cut  and  cross  : 
And  strong  and  endless,  modulate  and  slow, 
The  noise  of  being  and  of  gain  and  loss 
Streams  up  to  thee  beneath  the  arching  Night, 
Wherein,  in  rows  of  many-coloured  light, 
The  stars  in  ceaseless  watches  change  and  glow. 
Of  thee  there  is  no  symbol  in  the  Night, 


Nor  in  the  street  below  : 

There  are  but  few  that  have  a  care  for  thee, 

Whether  thou  cease  or  be  ; 

But  wilt  thou  then  for  this 

Surrender  up  thine  immortality, 

And  thine  immortal  kiss, 

Thy  single,  perfect,  ratifying  kiss, 

Towards  which  thy  pathways  go, 

All  run,  as  all  streams  flow, 

Down  to  the  endless  and  receiving  sea? 

Oh,  let  thine  ears  be  open  to  the  wind, 

Although  the  sound  thereof  be  weight  to  thee 

Although  its  cry  unkind, 

The  shadowy  hair  unbind, 

Of  hours  the  most  disastrous  unto  thee  ! 

And  thine  eyes  darken,  blind, 

Before  its  cry  of  grief  and  pain  and  tear*, 
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And  loss  and  sorrow  inexplicable, 
Mingled  with  joy,  and  inextricable, 
And  heavy  with  a  multitude  of  years  ! 

When  thy  whole  heaven  above  thee  sang  with  light 

Of  new-discovered  might  : 

When  thou  beat  down  beneath  thee  all  thy  fears  : 

Thou  vowed  thyself  to  this, 

For  grief  or  hope  or  bliss, 

And  flung  thy  challenge  at  defeat  and  tears. 

And  if  it  seem  thee  now 

That  useless  is  thy  vow, 

And  barren  all  thy  labour,  dark  thy  light  : 

— Lo,  one  by  one  depart 

The  dreamers  of  thy  heart, 

And  leave,  thou  think'st,  thy  silence  infinite  : 

One  after  one  they  go, 

Pale  faces,  lifting,  parting,  paler  hands  : 


Thou  canst  not  say  them  no  : 

They  have  no  answer  to  thy  large  demands, 

But  like  grey  waters  flow, 

Unbodied  from  thy  hands  ; 

Even  if  so  thou  dream, 

If  thou  see'st  vanishing  thy  last  delight, 

And  empty  day  and  night, 

And  findest  that  thy  rhyme, 

Lifting  its  wings  for  parting  and  for  flight, 

No  answer  makes  to  Time — 

Oh,  revoking  Soul, 

Even  if  so  it  be, 

Look  out  upon  this  Night, 

This  troublous  wind  and  town  that  call  to  thee  ; 

"  Oh,  uncompared  grief !  " 

So  hast  thou  cried  to  the  unthinking  air  ? 

Thinkest  thou,  then,  that  lightly  thy  belief 

May  leave  thee  anywhere, 


59 


And  thou  go  on  alone, 

Leaving  to  any  wing 

Of  some  wind  wandering, 

Thy  song,  to  lift  its  pinions  and  its  hair  ? 

So  callous  hast  thou  grown  ! 

Is  not  thy  word  still  moving  on  the  air 

That  said  there  were  but  few 

Who  recked  thy  ways  or  knew 

And  how  thou  criest  for  them  everywhere  ? 

Lift  up  thy  heavy  head  ! 

And  from  thy  face  shake  back  thy  ruffled  hair  ! 

Although  not  yet  the  red 

Flag  of  the  morning  quiver  in  the  air, 

And  still  the  spirits  dead, 

And  unprohibited, 

Throng  all  about  thee,  each  with  whispering  tongue  ! 

Though,  when  the  song  be  young, 
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Thy  vow  doth  seem  thee  barren  waste  and  bare, 

And  all  the  swift  joys  dead, 

That  once  about  thee  clung, 

That  once  with  thee  have  sung, 

And  thou  dost  see  them  only  with  eyes  red, 

Into  the  cloud-heaped  night 

Fly,  as  before  them  fled 

Thy  swifter  dream  of  infinite  delight  ! 

Rise,  for  the  dawn  of  sight 

Is  not  increase  of  light, 

Nor  doth  it  seem  so  with  advancing  days  : 

For  many  striving  years, 

Twindd  and  checked  and  interfused  with  tears, 

And  joys  and  visions,  hurries  and  delays, 

With  difficult  hopes  and  fears, 

Thy  feet  must  scale  in,  oh,  unnumbered  ways ! 

For  payment  is  in  this, 
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Not  temporary  bliss, 

Nor  thy  surrendered  kiss, 

Although  it  strays  ; 

But  thine  ascending  feet, 

The  difficult  earth  that  beat, 

Know  not  ascension  or  their  present  Ways. 

Only  one  gazing  back, 

Holding  a  truce  a  time  with  fight  and  fears, 

Sees  his  swift  vanishing  track, 

Behind  him  on  the  mountain  of  the  years, 

And  sees  his  deep  salvation  e'en  in  tears. 

And  though  thy  tongue  be  mute, 

In  silence  absolute, 

Oh,  Soul,  if  thou  art  true  and  unimpaired, 

Although  it  seem  to  thee 

Direst  futility, 

Thy  gift  with  it  is  musked  and  prepared. 
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For,  not  as  hired  men  run, 

But  free  as  any  son, 

Thou  criest,  "  I  will  give,  and  that  unshared  !  " 

Thou  sayest,  "  I  give  the  whole  !  " — 

Oh,  unbelieving  Soul, 

Thou  art  the  gift,  by  labouring  prepared  ! 

Therefore  to  thee  the  strife  and  shock  of  battle, 

Oh,  uncontrolled  Soul, 

Are  harbingers  of  life, 

Spring  birds  amid  a  strife 

Beyond  thy  hands'  control, 

All  deeds  that  make  in  thee, 

And  thy  passivity, 

Are  in  thy  hands  as  gifts  beyond  thy  words. 

Therefore,  oh  Song,  float  out, 

Flow  out  into  the  night, 

Flow  out,  Oh  Soul,  upon  it  far  away  ! 


Until  the  echoing  shout 

Of  radiance  and  delight 

Sweep  on  the  world  and  thee  in  coloured  day  ! 

And,  till  that  time,  O  speaking,  haste  away! 


November,  1915. 
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Pokey  Dubs. 

AMID  green  sheepfields,  edged  with  ragged  hedges, 
Where  lone  straws  catch  among  the  thorny  branches, 
A  weary,  muddy  road-track  sullen  runs 
To  a  lone,  grey  farm.     On  the  rough-hewn  post 
The  trespass-board  was  leaning  all  awry 
When  I  passed  there,  all  heavy  with  the  rain, 
And  read  :  "  This  way  to  Pokey  Dubs  is  private." 
And  then  I  thought  of  how  the  man  might  be 
Who  owned  this  silent  farm  and  barren  house  ; 
How  he,  with  grey  hairs,  much  too  old  for  work, 
Still  worked,  because  it  was  his  father's  place  ; 
And  how  his  wife  had  grown  quite  pale  with  work, 
And  died,  because  she  hated  the  lone  trees 
That  restless  bent  against  the  uneasy  wind  ; 
And  how  she  had  a  daughter,  very  fair, 


With  mournful  eyes,  who  thought  on  many  things, 
And  had  no  food  for  it,  and  went  about 
As  in  a  dream  ;  and  how  the  labourers 
Wondered  she  was  so  quiet.    But  their  wage 
Was  too  small  for  much  dreaming,  so  they  ceased, 
And  Jerry,  with  his  hands  stretched  to  the  fire, 
In  the  dark,  draughty  kitchen,  laughed  and  said  : 
"  Ah,  Ruth's  all  well ;  we  never,  never  were 
A  family  for  much  speaking  :  like  the  fields  "  • 
And  chuckled  drily.     So  Ruth  wore  away 
Her  heart  in  much  desiring  of  all  things 
That  seemed  beyond  the  border  of  the  hills. 
Until  one  day,  in  the  chill  afternoons 
Of  wet  December,  when  the  road  was  mud, 
Her  father  was  thus  speaking,  and  she  ran 
Out  of  the  room,  and  right  out  to  the  door, 
Across  the  yard,  nor  heeded  the  tossed  wind, 
That  blew  her  pale  brown  hair  across  her  face 
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Nor  the  thin  rain  that  cut  her  ;  and,  forlorn, 
Stood  gazing  down  the  cart-track,  looking  out 
At  the  mist-blotted  hills,  with  parted  lips, 
Calling  in  silence  ;  waited  a  long  time, 
So  it  did  seem,  her  eyes  full  of  big  tears  : 
Nor  saw  the  dead  leaves  on  the  branches  shake, 
The  yellow  grasses  miserable  in  the  fields, 
The  marks  of  the  sheep's  feet  deep  in  the  mud, 
The  wet  stones  grey  with  lichen  in  the  walls  • 
But  only  the  great  calling  of  her  heart, 
And  the  world's  loneliness  that  mixed  with  hers. 
Ruth  waited  thus  a  time,  and  still  did  pause, 
Wan  with  a  hope  impossible  ;  and  looked 
Adown  the  way  in  silence,  'neath  the  grey, 
Slow-moving  clouds  of  heaven,  dull  with  wet ; 
But  none  e'er  came  that  way  to  Pokey  Dubs. 

October,  1915. 
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How  Sweet  a  Thing  it  is  for  Brethren  to 
Dwell  in  Unity. 


DWELL  not  from  thy  brethren  long  apart, 

For  they  and  thou  are  heart  and  heart  ; 

Keep  not  from  them  thy  singing  long, 

For  through  their  love  thou  mad'st  the  song ; 

Hold  not  from  them  thy  heart's  desire, 

For  thy  dreaming  grew  from  their  love's  sweet  fire. 

Pride  not  thyself  on  thy  privacy, 

For  their  tenderness  is  thy  secrecy  ; 

Hold  not  apart  thy  perfect  state, 

For  from  their  graces  it  grew  great : 

Thy  dreams  of  mercy  and  charities 

Were  drawn  from  the  wells  of  their  clear  eyes. 

Take  and  give  of  thy  dreams  to-day, 

For  their  gifts  thou  canst  not  e'er  repay. 

They  are  thy  guards  in  life  and  death, 

And  out  of  them  there  grew  thy  faith. 

Good  to  grow  as  a  mighty  tree, 

Better  to  dwell  in  their  company. 

E  2 
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Take  their  hands,  O,  good,  my  soul, 
For  only  with  them  art  thou  a  whole  ; 
Take  these  counsels  unto  thyself, 
For  they  are  for  thee  joy  and  health. 
Go  to  them  and  give  them  peace, 
For  with  them  is  thy  increase. 

Oh,  brethren,  good  it  were  to  tell 
How  much  I  owe,  for  I  know  well 
Nothing  I  can  e'er  repay 
For  the  gifts  ye  give,  yea,  every  day. 
Take  counsel  then,  O,  my  heart, 
Dwell  not  from  thy  brethren  long  apart. 

This  was  writ  on  a  July  night, 

When  the  rain  mists  hid  the  points  of  light. 

And  God  have  pity  on  all  my  times 

For  the  poorness  of  my  loving  rhymes. 

July,  1914. 
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The  Virgin  at  Nazareth. 


SURELY,  Sir,  Joseph's  house  was  small, 
With  vine  leaves  fluttering  on  the  porch 
Throwing  fair  patterned  shadows  on  the  wall 
And  on  the  tiled  floor :  and  the  scent 
Of  the  fair  lilies  bowing  to  and  fro  : 
And  through  the  casement,  very  green, 
A  mead  of  grasses  where  sheep  cropt : 
And  'neath  a  broad-leaved  chestnut  tree 
The  calm  cool  well :   and  there  the  wood 
Changing  from  green  to  copper  in  the  year : 
And  in  the  distance  the  grey  town 
Where  they  were  wed. 
The  small  neat  chamber  with  the  bed, 
With  its  white  quilt;  beside  the  shrine 
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The  well-turned  books,  the  reading  desk, 

The  stool,  the  basket  full  of  skeins, 

Beside  the  frame  where  she  did  work 

The  purple  for  the  temple,  and  the  pot 

With  stained  colours  painted  on  it  bright 

Full  of  the  simple  wayside  flowers  that  she 

Plucked  (it  so  might  be), 

As  she  came  from  the  temple  back. 

The  rudely  painted  pictures  on  the  wall 

That  showed  the  ancient  history 

Of  David,  Moses,  and  old  Prophecy. 

And  here  the  quaintly  carven  wooden  things, 

Dragons  and  lions,  angels,  trees  and  men, 

That  Joseph  made  as  he  sat  by  at  night ; 

And  wooden  bowls  and  spoons  with  curly  leaves 

Set  high  on  shelves.    All  day  she  heard  the  stir 

Of  his  saws,  and  his  hammers,  and  his  nails : 

Or  she  beheld  him,  smiling  low  and  sweet, 

As  with  bowed  back  and  with  a  spade  in  hand, 


Some  little  chance  giving  a  holiday, 
He  toiled  to  make  a  garden  for  her  there, 
As  he  had  made  a  house,  and  put  a  trellis 
Growing  with  roses  round  it.     Here  were  flowers 
And  there  were  carrots,  turnips  and  such  like : 
And  here  was,  but  a  little  freak  of  his, 
Because  she  loved  to  see  it  growing  gold, 
A  little  square  of  com;   and  where  the  wall 
Was  warm  and  sunny,  sheltering  from  the  wind, 
He  had  a  little  arbour  built  for  her 
His  little  wife,  who  was  but  fifteen  years. 


September,  1912. 


May,   1916. 


"  One  in  name  and  in  fame 
"  Are  the  sea-divided  Gaels." 

SHALL  they  hurt  my  brother 
And  hurt  not  me  as  well  ? 
Shall  grief  divide  the  lover 
From  those  that  loved  him  well  ? 

Through  parting  years  that  thunder 
Beneath  the  heavy  night, 
With  joy  and  grief  and  wonder 
And  beauty  and  delight, 

We,  too,  rejoiced  together, 
Bowed  heads  before  the  same 
Sharp  shocks  of  bitter  weather, 
In  hand  and  heart  the  same. 
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And  now  the  red  wound  bleeding 
Once  more  in  sorrow  shows, 
Now  shall  love  prove  unheeding, 
Who  lives  and  weeps  and  knows  ? 

We  have  but  grief  to  send  you, 
We  many  leagues  apart, 
But  tears  and  grief  to  lend  you, 
And  pride  and  the  high  heart 

Of  those,  who,  often  failing, 
Yet  crowned  as  victors  died, 
With  love  o'er  death  prevailing, 
With  beauty  and  with  pride. 

More  strong  than  all  their  captors, 
More  glad  than  all  their  foes, 
The  heart  of  those  dead  conquered 
In  burning  beauty  shows. 
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We  have  but  this  to  send  you, 
The  happy  pride  of  grief  : 
But  tears  and  love  to  lend  you, 
And  hope  beyond  belief. 

The  years  shall  lay  the  singer 
A  sword  sheathed  up  with  rust  * 
Nor  o'er  the  singing  linger 
Vague  eddies  of  pale  dust. 

Yet  this  remains  for  ever, 
That  not  the  years  can  break, 
The  deathless  love  of  brothers, 
Their  deathless  hearts  awake, 

Their  deathless  hopes  together, 
Twixt  grief  and  tears  and  shame, 
'Mid  shocks  of  bitter  weather, 
In  hand  and  heart  the  same. 
July,  1916. 
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Salutation. 

WHERE  have  you  gone  who  have  taken  my  songs  with 

you  ? 
Where    have    you  gone  ?    You  have  taken  my  words 

with  you. 

Where  have  you  gone  ? 

Once  full  of  speech,  and  lip  to  lip  embraces, 
Dreamland  lies  empty,  shorn  of  you  and  me 
Other  bright  speakers  star  its  lovely  places, 
Beautiful  loves  that  crowd  in  its  bright  spaces, 
But  no  more  you  and  me. 
Lovely  with  stars,  star  rising  and  star  setting, 
Beyond  the  bars  lies  dreamland,  far  and  near  : 
Thick  with  sweet  things,  remembered,  unforgetting, 
Loves  meeting  and  loves  parting,  unregretting, 
Crying  :    "  She  is  not  here  !  " 
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Where  have  you  gone?    You   have  taken  dreamland 

with  you ; 

You  have  swept  it  far  away  and  out  of  sight  ! 
Leaving  alone,  for  other  loves  and  dreamers, 
Darkness  and  night. 

Rose  of  all  roses,  heart  of  all  my  beauty, 
Whose  praise  is  sweeter  than  all  words  of  praise, 
Light  in  the  darkness,  star  ot  white  compassion, 
Where  are  your  ways  ? 

You  have  taken  dreamland  from  me,  left  me  homeless  : 
You  have  gone  and  left  no  trace  along  the  night : 
Beauty  and  joy  and  love  and  sweet  forgiveness 
Pity  and  light  ! 

O  day,  arising,  treading  the  bright  horizon, 
Shod  with  stars,  winged  with  sunrise,  crowned  with  gold 
Driving  the  hours  before  you,  crowded,  shining, 
Forth  from  their  fold, 
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Singing  the  chant,  the  glorious  song  of  morning, 
Filling  the  arc  of  heaven  with  blossoms  of  delight ! 
I  shake  with  urgent  fingers  your  shining,  sky-set  portals, 
Begging  your  sight. 

Where  has  she  gone  ? — O,  day-time,  will  you  answer, 
Binding  the  earth  with  girdles  of  beauty  and  of  light  ? 
Silence :   silence :   silence :   and    silence    wreathes   the 

pinions 

Of  the  dream-risen,  star- wreathed 
Heaven-set  night. 

She  has  gone,  and  left  no  trace  in  all  the  cities, 
She  has  gone,  who  never  came :  O  sore  delight  ! 
And  I,  I  sit  alone  and  sing  her  praises 
Reft  of  the  night. 

Wild  woods,  made  glad  with  beauty, 
Wild  hills,  made  glad  with  years, 
Wide  fields  who  clothe  in  beauty 
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The  sleeping  of  the  years  ; 

Wild  streams  that  take  and  follow, 

That  slide  and  dance  with  song, 

Wide  plains  where  the  winds  follow 

The  dreamy  slopes  among  ! 

City  that  cries  and  sorrows, 

And  stirs  beneath  the  night; 

River  that  sweeps  their  sorrows, 

For  ever,  out  of  sight  ! 

All  sick  and  sad  with  sorrow, 

All  wise  and  glad  with  years, 

Oppressed  and  bent  with  silence, 

Laughter  and  grief  and  tears  ! 

Lo  !  in  her  name  of  beauty 

I,  that  am  feeble,  come  : 

I  that  have  learnt  in  dreamland, 

I,  that  have  lost  it,  come. 
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More  lovely  than  man's  knowing, 
More  fair  than  lips  can  tell, 
Is  she,  for  whom  my  showing 
Is  set  for  me  to  tell. 
Though  careless  lips  misspeak  her, 
Though  careless  eyes  are  blind, 
Shall  love  no  longer  seek  her 
Who  may  not  seem  to  find  ? 
Lost  dreamland  lies  behind  me, 
The  embattled  world  before, 
In  hush  of  sleep  and  silence 
I  shall  not  find  her  more. 
Shall  he  whose  tree  in  blossom 
Storm  shakes  and  takes  the  flower, 
Say  then  that  love  is  feeble, 
That  love  is  lost  of  power  ? 
Love,  you  have  taken  dreamland, 
Dream  that  you  never  gave  : 


So 

But  still,  the  world  awaiting 
Cries  out  for  them  that  gave  ! 

You  have  taken  the  flower  and  the  blossom, 
Wild  wind  that  is  wet  from  the  sea, 
But  deep  in  the  heart  of  my  bosom 
There  quickens  and  quivers  the  tree. 
You  have  shaken  the  flower  off  in  passing, 
Bright  love  that  art  careless  of  me, 
But  fair  for  you  quickens  for  fruitage 
The  hidden  and  heart-ready  tree  1 


June,  1916. 
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